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BIRD NOTES 
FROM 
MOUNT DESERT 
IF you want birds to gladden you, it is perfectly 
simple to attract them. Even I, who knew no-
thing about birds five years ago, have succeeded 
in gathering many of them to my window on the 
third story of a summer inn on Mount Desert. So 
often have I been asked how I did it that I am 
jotting down some notes for others. My methods 
are simple. I run a delicatessen counter for birds! 
I provide food and drink, and plenty of it. The 
birds do the rest, by broadcasting the news. I 
think my bird-loving friends near by were largely 
my inspiration in this, for they had converted 
their summer porch into a charmingly arranged 
aviary, where they took remarkable bird photo-
graphs. Through their kindness I have the ac-
companying illustrations. I became so interested 
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in this work that I determined to have an aviary 
of my own. This was a doubtful enterprise, for 
surely a more unlikely place than my window to 
attract birds could hardly be imagined! Not a 
flower, not a vine, not even a tree very near. No 
wonder that smiles and jeers greeted me! 
To celebrate the occasion of the opening, I put 
out a perch, and from that very day I tried to 
make this window attractive to the birds. Among 
other things, I had swinging perches and even 
a 'merry-go-round'! My bird-loving neighbors 
invented the latter to circumvent 'red devil' 
squirrels, and I made a small copy. This I did 
with the help of an embroidery hoop, and six 
little baskets filled with hemp-seed attached to 
its outer edge. Three long strings braided into 
a single strand above, and threaded through a 
bamboo rod, but dividing and tied separately to 
the hoop, held it in a horizontal position. It swung 
in the slightest breeze, and, when a bird alighted 
on it, it spun around and around. When several 
alighted, it spun fast enough to cause some tum-
bles. The birds loved it, especially the young 
ones. A green glass dish was kept filled with 
water in which there was some nice sand, and 
a carpet tack to add a good iron flavoring. 
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Branches of blueberries, wild cherries, and moun-
tain cranberries were stuck into wet moss. There 
were also some cut flowers, for the finches like 
to eat the buds of these. 
We might almost think that birds have a sweet 
tooth, they seem to have such a passion for sugar 
and water. Alas, the red squirrels, wood-mice, and 
yellow jackets have the sam~ failing. 
The thick syrup of sugar and water which I 
offered the humming-birds was in the hearts of 
wonderful flowers, such as never bloomed on land 
or sea. These drinking-cups were really pill-
bottles, and the flower petals were of a flaming 
scarlet, sunfast. I substituted diluted honey in 
some of these, but the birds chose the sugar and 
water every time. Once I put a tiny sniff of per-
fume in one bottle. They would not go near it 
until the bottle was sterilized and filled afresh 
with plain sugar and water. 
Hemp-seed, rape-seed, and sunflower-seed were 
offered in quantity. Tiny thimble baskets made 
of sweet grass proved to be good individual cups. 
Ten of them, each holding a teaspoonful of hemp-
seed, were attached to branches here and there-
to offer refreshment without inviting jealousies 
and fights. Doughnut crumbs proved irresistible, 
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and I have never found anything the birds like 
better. It was hard to keep up the supply of these, 
as the birds carried away billfuls - breakfasts 
and lunches for their nestlings - besides gorging 
themselves between trips. Four doughnuts a day 
were sometimes needed. As for seed, forty pounds 
was none too much for a summer. 
The very first meal I offered was to some dear 
little chipping sparrows which I saw on the roof 
'below my window. I began to fish for them, using 
crumbs for bait. They were rather indifferent to 
plain bread crumbs, and did not care for sponge 
cake. When I tried pound cake, they thrilled over 
that, and they were so pleased with doughnut 
,crumbs that they fought over them. When they 
had discovered whence the crumbs were raining, 
I stopped throwing them down, and made the 
4 chippies' come up for their feast. This they did 
in a surprisingly short time. 
I t is much easier than one would think to tame 
the birds. All that is required is plenty of patience. 
I have not had many varieties of bird playmates. 
Purple finches, chipping sparrows and humming-
birds, song sparrows and juncos, are my regular 
visitors, finches predominating. There have been 
. robins, Savannah sparrows, chickadees, and three 
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rare warblers - the Canadian, the Cape May, 
and the black-throated blue warbler. Also one 
redstart. But these were only transients. Even 
with lack of numerous species, the bird life is ever 
changing, and each year brings different happen-
ings on my window-sill. You may be sure there is 
always a 'Piggins,' who eats from early mom till 
dewy eve; a 'Squealy,' who begs every one, in-
cluding the lump of doughnut, to feed him; a 
'Little Boy Pink' in his first post-nuptial moult; 
'Pretty Boys,' which are beautiful red males, and 
a 'King Linnet,' who is gorgeous flaming red, and 
wears his crest for a crown. 
But to go back to the' chippies.' When the little 
mother birds had discovered me, they brought 
their babies to the feeding-station just as soon as 
they were able to fly. They were the funniest, 
cutest, most consequential tiny things, and they 
danced about and fluttered their wings, begging 
to be fed. One mother fed her baby nine of the 
very smallest crumbs, and taught it how to feed 
itself. It came back alone shortly afterwards, and 
gobbled twenty-one of the largest pieces, some 
almost as big as its head. One piece stuck in its 
throat, but, just as I was about to offer first aid, 
birdling gave a mighty gulp, and this great big 
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mouthful slipped down the red lane. I was 
amazed that my little friend could stand all these 
calories. 
I am sorry to have to admit that the dear 
little chipping sparrows do not eat nicely. Doubt-
less their strenuous lives, while hurrying to feed 
two broods of ravenous babies, get them into bad 
habits. Some of their beautiful traits, on the other 
hand, are unselfishness, courage, and devotion. 
One little fellow fed two families, although he was 
handicapped by a foot disease, and could only hop 
on one leg. One day I was feeding a mother bird 
on her nest, by offering her a bit of doughnut on 
the end of a thin switch. She took it, lifted herself 
up, and, hungry as she was, fed it to her beloved 
nestling. 
The finches were not so easily attracted as the 
• chippies' had been. I hoped a birch-bark cup 
filled with hemp-seed would appeal to them, but 
I had to wait three weeks before they found it. 
Then, bright and early one morning, I saw a per-
fectly beautiful red finch on the tiptop of a neigh-
boring tree. He looked my way, and I wished for 
him to come over so intently that he must have 
felt it. I held my breath, and over he came. Soon 
he was so much at home that he called his mate. 
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If you please, she took possession of her lord and 
master's find and drove him away from it. I im-
mediately arranged a little fir balsam tree, with 
another cup on it for him. After that, • Pretty 
Boy' came every morning for his breakfast, at 
exactly eight o'clock. I used to whistle to him and, 
although I am not a first-class performer, he was 
too polite to say so. Doubtless he was sorry for 
me, for he whistles so exquisitely himself. I talked 
to him, too, and told him how very glad I was to 
see him, and how much I admired his pretty red 
coat. He cocked his lovely head on one side, and 
listened intently to this flattery, very well pleased. 
He had a very deep scar on the side of his neck, 
and I told him I was sorry about it, and hoped it 
did not hurt him very much. Sometimes I would 
ask, . • Seed holding out?' - and if it was all gone 
he would scold me, and I would hastily fill up his 
cup again. The next summer I failed to recognize 
him among all the other birds, until a certain day 
when I thought I saw him. I asked, • Aren't you 
my II Pretty Boy"?' He cocked his head and 
seemed to say, • Well, you were stupid not to know 
me before.' I thought so, too, for there was the 
scar on his neck. 
There is infinite variety among the species, 
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owing to individualities and to age or sex. The 
• Sugar Baby' finches are adorable. They have 
such confiding ways, and they look at you so fear-
lessly with their innocent eyes. I am sure mother 
finch, when she turns them loose on my window-
sill, and goes off to moult, tells them that I am a 
kind lady, and that this is a nice place where there 
are no cats, but good food and water, and advises 
them to be sure to eat plenty of sand and berries. 
They eat canary-seed, too, and peck at a lump of 
doughnut which I keep especially for them. This 
they do so prettily, and their bills are so dainty 
and short - quite different from those on a hide-
ous old dowager bird that flew in one day. Her bill 
was like a snout, long and sharp. I do not believe 
that anyone can tell the young male and the fe-
male apart. Very small birds, registered as fe-
males, have returned showing tiny red feathers. 
• He-She' had a yellow rump which turned red. 
The heavily spotted breasts clear under your very 
eyes as it were. Young females are light, and old 
ones dark, I think. The strong line over the eye 
may be found in either sex, but the female always 
has it. Battalions of four or five birds are apt 
often to come together, suggesting a brood. 
I do not find the finches any more scrappy than 
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other birds, but occasionally one will police the 
place, and drive every other bird away. However, 
this keeps him so busy, he cannot eat, and so he 
soon tires of it. The parent finches feed the young 
by regurgitation. I have seen a mother finch 
regurgitate twelve mouthfuls to a squealy baby 
waiting to be fed. Then she had to stop and eat, 
but, in a v~ry few minutes, baby was served with 
another twelve mouthfuls. When the male at-
tempts this feeding, it seems to bore him, and he 
soon flies away, baby tagging after him. Three 
times finches have come with bills full of nesting 
material, which they have dropped while they ate 
a hearty meal - bird-nesting is hungry work-
and then they have flown away, and forgotten 
their lumber. 
There is one puffy, fluffy darling baby finch 
which I call I Best-one-yet' - I Besta' for short -
who comes to my hand for seed, and even takes it 
from my lips. I use the kernel of a sunflower-seed, 
as it is easier to crack than hemp, and I think 
better for the young birds. I usually give I Besta ' 
ten seeds, and he waits for me to crack them for 
him. His official number - on the band which I 
have attached to his leg - is 1631°3. If anybody 
sees him, he belongs to me! 
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On the whole, birds have a busy, not too easy, 
life. They are so thin when they arrive in the 
spring that their breast-bones feel sharp when I 
handle them. They are ravenously hungry, but 
they take on nest-building and domestic cares im-
mediately. As soon as they have raised their 
young, they begin to moult. On the accomplish-
ment of this, they start on their long journey 
South. 
Do you think I spoil them by helping them to 
feed their babies? I think not. Occasionally they 
suffer from a foot disease. I was wondering if a 
little chipping sparrow, who had lost a toe, had 
met with this mishap through any fault of mine. 
Then I heard of the disease. 
One trait all the birds seem to have that is not 
pretty - they are not kind to the pitiful or af-
flicted ones. On the contrary, they attack them 
and abuse them. A finch with a hurt back could 
not find any refuge from pecks except in the mid-
dle of the bird-cage. Their code of honor seems to 
be the survival of the fittest. The young birds are 
even rude to the moulting birds, who are shy and 
self-conscious. No wonder that moulting makes 
them ashamed of their looks. I remember one 
bird that was such a sight that we called him 
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'mouldy' and he looked quite like a Bologna 
sausage. However, the really maimed or deformed 
birds are a small minority, although many have 
scars. The young ones fly into things, and bump 
their heads, and sometimes lie unconscious from 
these blows. 
It is strange, during the hawk season, to see the 
birds suddenly stop eating, and freeze stiff, para-
lyzed with fright, some with their mouths wide 
open, and some with a seed hanging Qut. They re-
main so until the danger is past, and then quietly 
go on eating. Once the whole flock of ten or twelve 
darted pell-mell into the room, and stayed what 
seemed to me an interminable time, for I too had 
to keep absolutely motionless to avert a worse 
panic. Gradually they began to feel that the dan-
ger was over, and one by one they relaxed and 
quietly slipped out. Another time one hid in the 
fern box, and one little chap came in and sat be-
side me on the bed. I loved its confidence and was 
glad to protect it. During these scares, a human 
being may not be able to perceive the danger. 
Necessity teaches the birds tricks, and some-
times they play dead when I catch them. The 
first time this fooled me completely. I thought 
the little creature might have had a weak heart, 
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- and had died of fright. Not at all. It was very 
much alive as it whizzed by me a few minutes 
later. No more escapes on that ruse! The sugar 
baby finches cannot crack hemp-seeds and sun-
flower-seeds when they are very young, and yet 
they are perfectly wild about both. One day, on 
being called away suddenly, I left some cracked 
seeds on my bed. These precious tidbits, for it is a 
labor of love to prepare them (try it, and see), 
were in a small dish. When I came back, the dish 
was empty. Smiling at the birds' cleverness, I hid 
my next offerings for them behind the clock on the 
bureau. These also were found and devoured. 
But this delightful study of the birds brought 
upon me a peremptory order to band my pets. 
This I was loath to do, but finally very reluctantly 
consented to try, and modestly requested that 
ten bands be sent me from Washington. My trap 
was an ordinary canary-bird cage. I took all the · 
perches out and painted it green, covered it with a 
piece of fir balsam, and baited it with seeds and 
crumbs. The spring door was held open with a 
string. People ask me why in the world the birds 
ever go into the trap when there is so much good 
food outside on the window-sill. Perhaps it is 
because I try to put the most tempting morsels 
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inside the cage, but I think some birds just walk in 
absent-mindedly. They are usually so alert, it is 
fun to outwit them occasionally. Often they warn 
each other with the alarm cry which means' look 
out' when one approaches the dangerous spot. I 
put a small mirror, reflecting the cage, near my 
door. When I go outside the room, I can still trap 
the birds by means of this and the long string 
fastened to the cage-door. Of course a trapped 
bird will flutter a good deal. Being caught hurts 
its pride as well as frightens it. Those that squeal 
- mostly from temper, I think - behave much 
better if they are caught a second time. Some-
times a little nestling mother will cry pitifully. 
Then I hurry all I can, and let her go. My birds 
are never in the trap a moment after I discover 
they are caught. 
I chose my best pal, 'Pretty Boy,' for my first 
banding victim. He went in and out of the cage 
many times before I could make up my mind to 
close the door on him. When I did, he behaved 
outrageously. He bit and squealed and fought so 
that he made the band roll under the bed. I re-
trieved it, but found it almost impossible to put 
it on his right leg. Finally, somehow or other, I 
put it on his left leg and probably upside down. A 
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very mad, ruffed-up little bird limped away. Such 
treatment was a surprise after so much petting. 
As for me, I fell limply into a chair. As soon as I 
had recovered sufficiently, I wrote to Washington 
that I regretted very much that I was unable to 
band birds. Headquarters begged me not to give 
up so easily, and said that my fright had fright-
ened the bird. This proved true. I soon recovered 
my nerve and tried again with more success. In 
all, I banded ninety birds that summer. In my 
enthusiasm I climbed ladders and banded nest-
lings in tall trees. Among these were cedar wax-
wings, goldfinches, and a warbler. Since then I 
have banded fifteen humming-birds without turn-
ing a hair. One day two chippy babies got into the 
trap together, and began to fight over a doughnut 
crumb. Such a fuss and to-do! While they squab-
bled, I quietly closed the door. Then I banded 
them both, and they behaved very well. 
It is a great advantage to have the spring-door 
work quietly, and as mine does, sometimes the 
birds do not even realize that they are trapped. 
When they are frightened, I talk. to them and tell 
them how proud they will be of their nice new 
bands. By the way, one banded bird held up 
his leg for me to see, and I know he thought he 
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had a new wrist-watch! A sunflower-seed, nicely 
cracked, is always given as a peace-offering before 
they flyaway, and most of them accept it. They 
are politely invited to come back to report, and 
many of them do. Sometimes a band, put on the 
previous season, will still look very bright and new. 
I have noticed such bands on both the male and 
female finch, and I think they got polished during 
the nesting season. At first I used to fear that the 
bands might inconvenience the birds, but this 
never seems to be the case. I use an embroidery 
stiletto to open the bands and close them with the 
smallest pliers. The greater part of the banding is 
done early in the morning. The chippies begin at 
quarter to four, and the finches and humming-
birds at four o'clock in the breeding season. A 
stick, called the 'bridge,' is so arranged that 
nearly every bird that comes in, walks over it, 
parrot-fashion. One end rests on my pillow. I 
dreamily feel the vibration and wake up. The 
birds are more afraid of eyes than anything, so I 
sometimes have a blind of fir balsam about my 
head. Did you know that birds' eyes magnify 
three or four times? 
Many times during the winter after my first 
bird-banding experiment, I wondered if a single 
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banded bird would come back to me. When sum-
mer came again, the first bird I saw had on a band! 
He was a little chipping sparrow, and, as he sat 
there in a spruce tree, the sunlight made his 
bracelet glitter. It actually made me feel weak! 
Imagine banding a wild bird, letting it flyaway 
to migrate hundreds of miles, and then having it 
come back to you! The first 'return' to come to 
my window, was a finch. Two hundred birds have 
repeated, or, in other words, been caught in the 
trap more than once. A male finch, foraging for his 
family, repeated eleven times - four times in one 
day! Of the ninety birds banded the first year, 
sixteen returned the second summer. I had no 
sooner opened my window for the third season 
than nine birds appeared, eight of which were 
banded. I have banded over five hundred birds 
and checked up one hundred and thirty-five re-
turns. It is intensely interesting to get these old 
friends back. Twenty-one have returned two 
seasons. The Biological Survey is anxious to know 
where they spend the winter, and so am I. Some 
day the banding will answer this question for us. 
HUMMING-BIRD NOTES FROM A 
WINDOW-SIDE 
HUMMING-BIRDS are clever! They found scarlet-
covered pill-bottles, filled with sugar-and-water 
syrup, fifteen minutes after they were hung out. 
It was a great find, for these bottles were never 
empty, any more than the widow's cruse. They 
were so pleased that they invited their sisters 
and their cousins and their aunts to have five 
o'clock tea with them at my place, and Window-
Side soon became a celebrated summer resort for 
humming-birds. The result has been that now, 
whenever I go North, South, East, or West, I am 
asked, 'Please, can you get some humming-birds 
for us?' I usually can and will. At one place on 
Cape Cod I carried the flower-like bottle out into 
the garden, and hung it in a crab-apple tree in full 
bloom. I left it there two or three days, then 
brought it over to the house. Lady Hummer 
followed all the way, scolding me. What business 
had I taking away that new kind of flower? She 
thought it belonged to her, and she would have 
liked to tell me so. I carefully placed the bottle 
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outside the living-room window, where all who 
wished could watch her sprightly movements. 
She became reconciled, and took a long drink at 
once. The only difficulty since has been the task 
of keeping the bottle filled. 
On August first, I was awakened early in the 
morning by a humming-bird buzzing on the ceil-
ing of my little room, a room so small it was 
christened the • Perch,' before there was any 
thought of enticing the birds there. Well, there 
was my little friend. Never, never have I had to 
band a humming-bird before breakfast. However, 
I got up with a sigh and prepared for action. The 
wee thing, weary of dancing around the ceiling, 
was only too glad to perch on the slender switch I 
always use for this purpose. I gently lowered it to 
the window-pane, and then took it in my hand. 
What a delightful surprise! It was already banded 
on the right leg, and by me, the summer before! 
The first humming-bird • return' to go on record. 
I have called him • Lindy,' after our gallant hero, 
although this record flight was not a non-stop one. 
lust a week later another banded hummer sailed 
in, with the band on the left leg. She was the 
second of the four on which I had clamped the 
tiniest aluminum bands the season before. I 
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think this one was Crazy Jane, so-called because 
she insisted on trying to drink from underneath 
the bottles, instead of reaching down inside. She 
• repeated' several days later, and it seemed so 
like her to get caught the same way twice. She 
kept her engine tuned up all the time she was in 
my hand, wasting gas! I could feel the vibration 
all the way to my elbow. Some afternoons Lindy 
and Crazy Jane came back together, two banded 
humming-birds perching here . at the same mo-
ment! An uncommon sight. 
When I first wrote to the Biological Survey for 
bands to put on my numerous humming-bird 
guests, they told me they had nothing suitable. 
They thought it perfectly impossible to band 
them. This reminds me of a story. An old colored 
preacher told his congregation that he wanted 
them to be in church the following Sunday with-
out fail, to hear an eminent divine; a man, he said, 
• Who knows the unknowable, does the undoable. 
and untangles the intangible.' 
The very cutest thing I ever laid my eyes on 
was a baby humming-bird, evidently just off the 
nest. His mother gave him his breakfast on my 
window-sill, while father hovered near. • Oh, what 
do you call that precious thing?' I involuntarily 
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exclaimed. His father seemed to whisper to me, 
'His mother calls him II Honey! '" So he went 
down in my notebook as 'Honey Hummer.' The 
father himself - being ruby-throated - also won 
a nickname, -that of 'Rube.' Alas, I have heard 
'Rube' criticized: at feeding time during the nest-
ing season I myself have seen him drink and drink 
and drink, until he swelled visibly, only to tear 
away and return at once for more for his babies. 
This behavior is quite different from his custom-
ary way of sipping leisurely, perching and licking 
his bill with his tongue. He does help feed his 
family, and is very fearless, and often so polite 
that he will oblige you by drinking from a nas-
turtium held in your hand. A nasturtium filled 
with syrup is particularly alluring to him. One 
day I sat perfectly still for an hour and a half, 
trying to coax a humming-bird to alight on my 
finger. First it drank some syrup a few inches from 
my hand, then from a tiny bottle I was holding, 
and at last it did perch on my finger. My friend 
took a snap-shot of it as it sat there. 
At the beginning of my second summer with 
my bird-playmates, a most touching incident oc-
curred. It was on the day that the' Inn' opened. 
I arrived with a doughnut in one pocket and a 
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package of hemp-seed in the other. The same 
brilliant red 'flower' bottle was in my work-bag. 
This I put down, empty, of course, inside the 
window-sill. I threw open the window with great 
pomp and ceremony, and turned to remove my 
hat. Immediately a male humming-bird flew into 
the room to look for his bottle. That tiny I Atom' 
had been thousands of miles, perchance, and had 
come safely back to me. I am asked by the un-
imaginative how I knew him. Could I prove his 
identity? No. But there are times when faith 
makes proof unnecessary, and I am perfectly sure 
he was watching for his own old flower to bloom 
again. It did, but he had to wait until after my 
lunch, for I had no sugar in my pocket! 1;<rom that 
day he was a daily, hourly visitor. In fact my 
notebook says that finally he came about every 
five minutes. He became more and more fearless 
all the time. Indeed his fearlessness was his un-
doing, for one afternoon, just after I had seen him 
happy and gay, he fell to my window-sill, mortally 
wounded. I was convinced that a finch had fought 
him. The finches love the sugar bottles, and I 
think they resented his going to that one, which he 
thought was his very own. This was my first bird-
tragedy, and the shadow it cast was out of all 
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proportion to the size of the little victim. I dearly 
loved little' Atom,' and felt somehow that I had 
betrayed the confidence he had placed in a giant-
ess. However, sometimes the humming-bird is the 
aggressor, and I have seen one chase a shrike 
away. 
After' Atom' was killed, I named his successor 
C Atom, Jr.' One morning he came five times be-
fore breakfast, and he often came as late as half-
past seven in the evening. I remember one even-
ing, wh,en the light was lighted, how beautifully it . 
touched up his ruby-like throat. I think that pos-
sibly the late afternoon light is reflected in the 
mirror on my bureau in such a way that it at-
tracts the humming-birds. Otherwise it would 
seem odd for them to come in at dusk. Several 
times I have found them whizzing about the ceil-
ing. It never seems to occur to them to fly down 
lower. Around and around they go and, when 
they become tired, they fly backward. I reach a 
long, slim perch toward them and they are only 
too glad to accept its hospitality. When they 
have settled comfortably on it, I lower it slowly 
until it is opposite the open window. Then out 
they dart. Sometimes they will not wait until the 
lower sash is reached, but fly against the upper 
22 
FROM A WINDOW-SIDE 
sash. Then I have to catch them in my hands 
and set them free. They are perfectly unharmed 
by this experience. The finches skin their heads 
on the ceiling, under these circumstances, but the 
humming-birds avoid this by keeping their bills 
above their heads. 
I saw moulting hummers for the first time last 
year. One had a white forehead. Also I saw one 
with a red spot on its breast. It was not red 
pollen from a flower, but a splotch that scintil-
lated like the bird's throat. This coloring is ex-
quisite under the microscope. The immature male 
has a straight bill, a speckled throat, and a forked 
tail, which is edged with white at first. The im-
mature female has a slightly curved bill, and a 
round tail edged with white. This white marking 
she does not lose. On returning home late one 
summer afternoon, I found four humming-birds 
dancing a quadrille on my ceiling. Three of them 
alighted on perches I offered, were lowered to the 
window, and flew away. The fourth was utterly 
unmanageable. Up it darted to the ceiling again 
and again. Finally I said, 'Now, see here, I am 
tired and so are you. If you don't fly out right 
away, I shall try to band you.' Very slowly I 
lowered the perch, but up he went again. Down 
23 
HUMMING-BIRD NOTES 
I sat and, with my best and sharpest scissors, cut 
a number one band in two. Then I led my tired 
visitor to the upper window-sash, where I could 
put my hand over him. He behaved beautifully, 
folded his wings, and kept perfectly still, seeming 
glad of a little rest. But what was I to band? The 
tiny feet were tucked up and buried in the breast. 
I found that he would clutch a little twig with his 
claws and then I could stretch out the small 
apology for a leg. The tarsus is just about the 
width of a band, and feathers grow down to it and 
almost cover it. I put the band just above the 
tiny foot, closed it, and the deed was done. 
Three or four days later, I tried to band another 
humming-bird, but, just as I thought I had been 
successful, he contracted his foot and kicked the 
band back at me as he flew away. These number 
one bands were so poor for the purpose that I 
wrote to Washington for others. They sent me 
some old bands which were much softer and 
thinner, and I immediately attached four more. 
I always try to band the right leg, but, with the 
hummer, one could easily band both legs and not 
discover it. 
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MARTIN TAMES A CATBIRD 
MARTIN, the gardener, came in one day in Septem-
ber looking as if he had lost his last friend. When 
we asked, 'What troubles you, Martin?' he sighed, 
'My catbird has gone.' Trying to cheer him, we 
promised, 'Spring will come again and with it your 
precious catbird.' And sure enough she did re-
turn and has now every spring for four years. 
Martin is radiant - he whistles and sings, 'My 
catbird is back.' 
He began by throwing her all the worms he un-
earthed while digging in the garden, calling out 
invitingly, 'He-er, he-er .. ' Closer and closer she 
comes when she hears him call. Finally, being 
hard-pressed for food for her ravenous family, she 
takes a delicious June-bug off his hand. This is a 
red-letter day! Now he carries a tin cigarette box 
in his pocket, into which he puts all the nice juicy 
grubs, cutworms, and fat June-bugs that he finds. 
She will not take angle-worms, but generously 
leaves those for robins. When Martin sees her, he 
, opens his box, dumps the contents into his hand, 
drops on one knee, stretches out his arm, and says 
most ingratiatingly, 'He-er, he-er.' She comes 
slowly and finally sits on his hand and eats every 
one. I saw seven disappear at one sitting. 
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I simply could not compete with Martin's de-
lectable grubs, bugs, cutworms, and such-like; so 
I bethought me of asking him to try her with ap-
ple, which I got quickly, but very quietly. She 
took it gladly and I saw my chance. I, too, rigged 
up a tin tobacco box, only I filled it with small 
pieces of apple. I arranged some on top of the 
box, which was closed, and left it on the porch. 
When I next looked, they were all gone. I smiled 
to myself ' and sat down to read. Presently the 
darling thing came. She perched on the back of a 
chair, and chirped intriguingly, 'Mew, mew,' ex-
actly like a kitten. I opened my box, took a bit of 
apple on my hand, held it toward her and said, as 
near as I could to Martin's endearing tone, 'He-er, 
he-er.' It sounded like 'dear,' and 'you dear' is 
what I thought. She seemed to know that I also 
loved her; for she came, not once, but many times. 
She sat on my hand and collected all the scraps 
and flew away with them, then back for more. I 
found she had a nest close by with nestlings in it. 
They must be crazy for apple. I only hope the 
bird doctor did not have to be hastily summoned 
that night; for I gave her all she begged for, and 
sat there spell-bound for two mortal hours in the 
land of enchantment - thanking Martin for tam-
ing a catbird. 

